GAR TO  CAVIARE

"We always do it," we said, blushing beneath an iron
hide.

"Why?" said the D.P., beginning a tirade on the merits
of the Anti-Litter League, during which we racked our
brains to think of a reason.

"We belong to the Pro-Litter League," we said haughtily.

"Pro-Litter?" said he, scorn in every syllable.

We determined not to wilt.

"After all," we said, "the Anti-Litters are entitled to
their opinion. So are we. Our members believe in
litter. You don't. Anyhow, we're the people who give
you chaps a job. Cut us out and where would you be?"

One sandwich in the last bag went the way of the others,
in a defiant gesture, fluttering down the bank to land in a
bush. We were lucky not to be sent after it.

On the way to Resht, among bleak hills, we crossed a
bridge of unusual design, connecting a high bank on one
side to a low level on the other; like half a bridge, a deep
culvert at the high end tapering off to smaller culverts at
the lower. Stone buildings, set into the face of proud
hills, mothered people who existed upon what little the
rain conjured to reluctant life behind sheltering mountains.

We drove on until we came to the famous old bridge of
Menjil. Time and again, for longer than man can re-
member, this crossing had been held by a mere handful
of bandits, eager and able to quash designs of strong forces
bent upon law and order. A new bridge laid to rest the
ghosts haunting the old one.

Beyond mountains and gorge, the road made for the
Caspian. Yellow broom overhung the cliffs, flood-lighting
the green way. Bracken and maidenhair-fern clustered
around springs, vying with loftier foliage to breathe dear
life over the countryside. Cultivation became gradually
more apparent, as the valleys led towards the sea, until
fields of rice shone pale green before thatched huts set
before a wooden background. Women and men, ankle
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